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Summary:
Andrew's new girlfriend, Julia, has a tight grip on him. Frustrated her usual tricks aren't keeping him away from that floozie, Ashley starts to think outside the box. She decides to give Andrew a taste of his own medicine and rekindles an old flame.

Work Text:
“Andy, please! I don’t feel good!”

“You never feel good; tough it out just this one day.”

Andrew had begun to lose count of how many times this exchange took place between him and his sister. Whenever he was about to leave Ashley’s side, she always had a reason for why he couldn’t. A phantom illness, a bad feeling, or any other excuse, there was always something. In the past, he usually acquiesced, but not today. He headed for the door and had no plans to stop.

“Andrew!” Ashley cried, “You’re always like this!”

Already halfway out the door, Andrew stopped and spun on his heel, glaring down at his sister as he pointed accusingly. “No! You’re always like this!” He started, a sense of genuine anger in his voice that Ashley was unaccustomed to, “Whenever I try to go out and do something, you always have to make some bullshit excuse to try and stop me. Well, not today. I’m going to see Julia, and nothing you do will stop me.” He saw her open her mouth to protest but walked through the door and slammed it behind him, cutting her off.

“She’s not even good for you!” Ashley yelled from inside the apartment, but Andrew didn’t care. She could stew in her own anger for one night. He stopped at a mirror in the apartment hallway and checked his hair, pleased with his appearance. ‘Would Ashley be okay-’ He ended that intrusive thought before it continued. Even if their parents were gone for the weekend on some sort of retreat, even if he was gone on a date, Ashley would do just fine alone. He ended his worrying by blinking hard at his reflection one last time before heading towards the stairwell.

Within the walls of the apartment, Ashley did indeed stew. She cursed and swore under her breath, rubbing her temples as she headed towards the bedroom she shared with her brother. The angsty woman threw herself onto her bed and buried her face into a pillow, groaning in frustration. She imagined what Andrew’s little date would look like. Would he hold her hand? Would he ruffle her hair? Would he pull her close, kiss her, grab her in ways he shouldn’t in public? She grabbed the ends of her pillow and folded them up over her ears, cocooning her head as she let out another groan.

After a moment of intense self-pity, Ashley tossed the pillow to the side and rolled onto her back, staring aimlessly at the ceiling. The thought of Andrew with some hussy really was starting to make her feel ill, and it was all his fault. Another moment later, she glanced down; two stuffed rabbits at the foot of her bed, resting against the wall. One pink, one green, they represented Ashley and her beloved brother. “Prick,” she muttered as she nudged the green rabbit off her bed, letting it fall to the floor with a thud. She huffed and continued to stare at the pink rabbit. Alone, how fitting.

A thought, an idea. Ashley shot out of her bed and rushed towards the closet, throwing it open. She scanned the shelves in front of her, hoping what she was looking for would catch her attention. As her eyes reached the top shelf, she saw it: the paw of a blue stuffed animal. She stood on her toes and strained herself, trying to snatch it, but to no avail. Frustrated enough already, Ashley clambered onto the creaky shelves of the closet, clutching the stuffed paw and leaping back before she could fall and bust her ass. In her hands was a blue stuffed teddy bear, just as old and ragged as her other stuffed animals. Where did she get it? Who cares? Ashley placed it right next to her pink bunny. There she was, embracing someone other than Andrew. Her grin grew as she glanced down at the green bunny, sad and dejected on the floor. What was he thinking? He must be seething with jealousy. With that, Ashley headed for the phone in the living room; she had a call to make—an old flame to rekindle.

It was late when Andrew finally returned home. He had enjoyed a simple date with Julia, dinner, and a movie. He had fun but had spent a good amount of his time worrying; worrying about Ashley and how she must be feeling home alone. Julia had noticed his distraction, commented on it, and prodded to hear the reason for its existence. When Andrew spilled it, she tried to assure him that it was fine, that Ashley was fine, and that he should stay the night at her dorm. Andrew didn’t listen; he headed home, leaving Julia to go check on Ashley.

As he pressed his hand to the apartment's doorknob, Andrew heard voices coming from inside. Two voices, too clear to be the television. Did his parents come home early? He turned the knob and entered, the light from the hallway illuminating the dark room. He saw Ashley sitting on the couch with someone he didn’t recognize. As Andrew closed the door and entered the kitchen, he expected Ashley to pop up and greet him as she always did without fail. But she didn’t; she sat glued to the couch, giggling at something this stranger had said just before he walked in. Andrew flicked the light on, finally illuminating the room. “I’m home,” he announced, hoping to catch Ashley’s attention finally.

“Oh, hey,” Ashley muttered, giving him only a side glance before turning her attention back to the stranger, whose identity had become increasingly clear to Andrew in the light. 

He was a guy no older than Andrew and just as dark and depressing looking. He had his messy hair in a haphazard ponytail and wore a black hoodie and jeans. “Hey man,” a familiar voice emanated from his lips, “what's up?” 

“You remember my friend Jace from high school, right?” Ashley said, poking her companion in the arm.

“I think you mean my friend from high school,” Andrew shot back, “you only know him because I used to bring him over to hang out. What is he doing here anyway?”
“I was invited here-”

“What does it matter,” Ashley said, drowning Jace out of the conversation entirely, “he’s here to hang out with me now, so you can either join us or get lost!” Ashley prayed that Andrew would take the former option over the latter. She praised whatever god answered when her brother huffed and sat on her free side, sandwiching her between the two men.

The next half hour was not very enjoyable for Andrew. While he attempted to watch TV, Ashley continued to focus on Jace. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Ashley’s hand placed on the crook of Jace’s elbow, her upper body leaning into him, her face far too close to his. She spoke to Jace loudly, as if competing with the television for Andrew’s attention, all the while outwardly ignoring him. She talked to him about how it had been too long since they last spoke, how she had missed him, and how it was all her brother’s fault he never came around anymore.

Ashley’s physicality and flirtatious words towards Jace didn’t bother Andrew too much. He wasn’t stupid; he knew this was all an act. It was just another temper tantrum designed to get back at him for what Ashley considered a transgression. Andrew was already planning what he was going to do once Jace left. He would put on a show of his own, talk about how he disapproved and didn’t want to see Jace around her, and surely that would satiate Ashley’s appetite for attention. When Jace placed a hand on Ashley’s hip, however, something changed. He felt it, an ice-cold pang in his chest. He tried to shake off the feeling, but it grew the longer that hand rested on Ashley’s hip. Jace’s hand didn’t even move; it didn’t rub or squeeze; it just sat still as Ashley talked to him. 

Andrew didn’t even realize he was glaring at the offending hand, but as Ashley looked over her shoulder, she caught him. “Alright, I need to use the bathroom. You two don’t get into any trouble while I’m gone.” Ashley sat up, gave Jace a peck on the cheek, and then got to her feet, making the short walk to the bathroom in a fraction of a second and closing the door behind her. Ashely pressed her ear to the door so hard she nearly slammed her head into the wood, but no matter. She wanted to hear every word of what was about to unfold.
With Ashley away from the two men, the tension in the room began to rise. The TV’s noise could not cut through the awkward silence being shared by Andrew and his old friend. Jace looked down, picking at his fingernails as he kept quiet, waiting for Andrew to say something. But he didn’t; he just glared at Jace intensely.

“So,” Jace was the one to break the silence, “why did we stop hanging out?”

Andrew waited a moment before answering, “I don’t know.”

“Hm,” Jace hadn’t looked up to meet Andrew’s glare yet, “I have a theory.”

“You do, huh? What is it?”

“You really don’t remember, or are you just playing dumb?” Jace finally locked eyes with Andrew, a sour look on his face, “I told you I had a crush on Ashley, and all of a sudden, you kicked me out, and I never heard from you again.”

Andrew tightened his frown, “you didn’t say it like that.”

“So you do remember! Asshole!”

“You told me you wanted to fuck her.”

“I was 17, and we were drunk. I’m so sorry I didn’t word it more carefully!” Jace began to sneer, his frustration with Andrew only growing.

“You shouldn’t have said anything at all.” Andrew shot back. This conversation had just started, and he was already getting sick of it. 

“Look,” Jace sat up and jammed his index finger into his opposing palm, “it’s one thing to be protective of your little sister, but it’s another thing to threaten to kick my ass and throw me out over it. I mean, what got into you, dude? One little comment, and you flipped like a switch.”

“You shouldn’t have even thought about that.”

Jace squinted when he heard that comment, “what is that supposed to mean?”

“It means that, as my friend, you don’t try to bang my sister.”

Jace blinked as he processed that comment for a moment. He then smirked and leaned back into the couch with a sarcastic shrug, “Well, I guess it’s a good thing we’re no longer friends.”

Andrew’s expression darkened significantly. He stood up and loomed over Jace, glaring down at him with a look of murderous intent.  He didn’t have to guess what this pony-tailed loser meant by no longer being friends. He also didn’t have to try and guess what his intentions were. “You should really stop running your mouth,” he muttered. While Ashley was trying to make Andrew jealous, Jace was here to enact his revenge. He wasn’t going to allow that.

“What? Gonna threaten to beat me up again?” Jace shot back, leaning up out of the couch cushions. “Yeah, right! You gonna do it in front of your little sister, too? Gonna try and control her life like you did back then?” His sneer was starting to curl into some sort of perverse smile as if he was getting pleasure out of telling Andrew all of this. “You do that, and I bet she’ll never forgive you. She’ll hate you forever. She must already hate you for throwing me out and keeping me away from her. She must’ve wanted me back then, or else I wouldn’t be here right now. Don’t worry, man. Ashley and I will make up for all that lost time tonight.”

Jace’s incessant blabbering was cut short by a sudden blow to his nose. He recoiled backward into the couch and clutched his face, blood starting to trickle from between his fingers. Jace had a million and ten words to say in response to what had just happened, but he never got the chance. Andrew seized Jace by the collar of his hoodie and continued his assault, slamming his fist into the side of the man’s face. Andrew didn’t make a sound during the attack, just repeatedly bashing Jace about the head.

As Andrew slammed his fist into Jace, the latter raised his legs. He found purchase in Andrew’s stomach and kicked outwards, forcing the man to tumble over the coffee table and onto his back, the contents of the table falling on top of him. Jace rose and wiped his nose, pulling his hand back to inspect the crimson blood that coated his thumb. “Fucking psycho!” he cried before rushing forwards and kicking Andrew in the face. The toe of his sneaker caught Andrew in the eye, sending him sprawling onto his back. Jace followed him down, fist raised as he began to return the favor, punching Andrew in the nose and jaw repeatedly.

Andrew desperately tried to protect his head from the beating, but he knew he wouldn’t win like this. He was never one to stay on the defensive anyway. He felt around beside him for anything to use, his hand brushing the side of a hardcover book. He grasped it and swung it hard, the spine striking Jace in the temple. Andrew’s opponent swore and fell to the side, seeing stars from the blow. He tried to clamber back to his feet, but Andrew didn’t allow him, grabbing him by his ponytail and hauling his ex-friend onto his back.

Andrew was tired of this fight. He was tired of this argument. He was tired of this person. Andrew straddled Jace’s hips and grabbed hold of the man’s throat. He wasted no time squeezing, his scrawny hands putting a surprising amount of pressure on Jace’s windpipe. Jace struggled for air, gasping and choking in Andrew’s grip. He wildly punched at Andrew’s side but to no avail. It was as if his attacker had gained some sort of animalistic strength in a fraction of a second. His eyes began to go bloodshot as the pressure built, his vision started to blur. In desperation, Jace clawed at Andrew’s face, but Andrew just bit his hand, forcing it away. Andrew’s face had grown emotionless, his eyes staring straight through Jace. If nobody intervened, he was likely to kill him.

“Alright, that’s enough, Andy,” Ashley said, intervention arriving. She pulled on the back of Andrew’s collar, the man releasing his victim as if a switch had been pulled. Jace gasped for air and scrambled out from under Andrew, stumbling to his feet while choking on his own breath.

“Your brother-” Jace spoke with a wheezy voice, “your brother fucking attacked me!” Ashley didn’t listen; she just glanced over Andrew’s face with a look of concern. “Come on, let's get out of here before he-”

“No, you get out of here,” Ashley muttered, her voice almost emotionless as she used her sleeve to wipe some blood from Andrew’s nose.

“Huh?” Jace said in total disbelief, “Did you not hear me? I said he was the one who attacked-”

“Leave before I let him continue.”

Jace stood there in shock for a moment before calling them every name under the sun. Andrew and Ashley didn’t listen to a word. Jace wasn’t necessary anymore; his purpose had been fulfilled. Fed up, Jace eventually stumbled out the front door, disappearing into the night.

Ashley led Andrew to their room and sat him on his bed, beginning to tend to his battered face with a rag and an icepack. She gently dabbed at a gash that had formed across Andrew’s brow where he had been kicked; his eye was starting to swell up, too. “That’s gonna turn into a real bad shiner,” Ashley said as she placed the ice against Andrew’s face,” what are you gonna tell Mom and Dad when they get back?”

Andrew recoiled a bit when the ice hit his swollen eye, but he soon held Ashley’s wrist to his face, encouraging her to keep it there. “You act like they’re even gonna ask.” He muttered.

“True, they probably won’t, but if they do, you gonna tell them I had a boy over and you beat him up?”

“They’d probably be more shocked that a guy was interested in you in the first place.” He sure thought he was clever up until Ashley pushed the ice further into his eye, causing him to recoil in pain.

“You should be nicer to me, Andy.” Ashley said teasingly, “I’m taking care of you, after all.”

“Yeah, yeah, what a burden for you.” Andrew snagged the icepack from Ashley and held it to his own eye, a grin forming across his face. A grin that only Ashley was able to bring out these days.

“You are a burden, Andy!” Ashley said with an exaggerated pout, “You’re my burden!”

Andrew just smiled and laid back on his bed, “Well, this burden is tired. He’s going to get some sleep. I suggest you do the same.”

“Oh boo, well, don’t get mad at me when you bleed all over your sheets.” Ashley put her ice and rag away and walked back over to her bed. 

“Hey,” Andrew muttered, his body facing the wall. “You do that again. I won’t stop when you ask.”

Ashley just smiled. She didn’t need to respond. She eyed her pink bunny and the blue bear, the two sharing an embrace. She tipped the blue bear onto the floor and retrieved her green rabbit, placing it next to the pink one.

Right back where it belonged.